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Love, mothers and relationships were never this complex when I was young.

After close to fifty years as a cop, helping tons of victims get justice and bringing far more criminals to the courtroom than I ever care to admit, I, Detective Kai Carter, can happily say that I am so looking forward to retirement. Normally that means sitting behind a desk, finishing up “gripping” paperwork, searching for wonderful holidays and texting my wife rude jokes when she’s at lunch with her girlfriend.

The lucky bastard’s already retired. Not that she lovingly pushes that little fact in my face, of course.

I was standing in the middle of a massive sand-covered clearing on the very edge of Rochester with the rushing, gushing and swirling River Medway just a couple tens of metres ahead of me, with sweet little boats sailing about enjoying the extreme heat we were having.

I rather liked seeing the little white cottages, semi-detached houses and other odd buildings lining the other three sides of the construction site. 

The entire area looked well-lived in, happy and joyous. Even now there was a whole bunch of young families and mothers with big floppy hats rushing about, struggling to get kids in black cars to presumably take them to the beach.

I was really excited about spending time with my two granddaughters once I retired. But my wife so wasn’t wearing a silly floppy hat, that just made the young mothers look ridiculous. 

Besides from that the entire clearing was just covered in sand because the brilliant construction company that was meant to own the area had only finished raising the height of the construction site in the past week. Apparently the construction’s insurance company refused to insure the site because it was on the flood plain and that insurance problem could only be solved if the crew agreed to make the site of the new homes taller.

Just dumb bureaucracy if you ask me.

The sound of a large white van coming into the site made me frown as I turned to see the crew of white-suited crime scene techs as they were finishing up their search of the crime scene.

Instead of being back at my desk like I wanted to be, some dumbass killer had decided to kill a young man in the middle of the construction site last night. 

The body had been found by a dog walker (one reason why I don’t have a dog) and us lot arrived later on, I never come to crime scenes first of all. But I had gotten the preliminary report from some cop friends, the young man had been stabbed twice in the throat and he had died almost instantly. 

From what we could tell the young man was called Jaxon Cole, a university student at Kent University studying some smartass degree I couldn’t have cared less about and he wasn’t robbed.

So it had to be murder hence I was here and not searching for a nice cruise. Some murderers are so damn selfish. 

The white van honked its horn like it always bloody did to say hello to the other crime scene techs. 

I went over to them because Kent Police had agreed the body couldn’t be moved until I had at least looked at the scene. I never bother coming to the initial examination of the crime scene, just too many damn newbies with their new and fancy procedures that I just hated.

There were so many more rules, techniques and regulations than when I had first joined. I was growing so sick of them.

I stopped by a group of five crime scene techs, all women typical, as they had some weird little cardboard microscope things called foldscopes and I just couldn’t understand them. They came from a third-world country and personally that’s where they should have stayed.

“Good morning detective,” a young woman wearing a long white lab coat shouted at me. 

I had never really minded Violet Fletcher, she was a good looking woman, fit and had great legs but seriously, her happiness and obsession with the new techniques being created every year was just annoying.

Us “old boys” solved crimes just perfectly before all these newbies got excited and tried to replace everything we had learnt at the academy. In fact, that was my problem, no one was teaching us the latest techniques so I could barely follow Violet half the time. 

It was even worse that because of damn government budget cuts, I was the only detective assigned to this case.

“Good morning Miss Fletcher,” I said. “What do you have for me?”

Violet led me over to the body that was covered with a white waterproof material (as if it was actually going to rain) and we both crouched near the body.

Jaxon wasn’t exactly a bad or good looking guy, I could understand if he had a girlfriend. I wasn’t a fan of his black jeans, white t-shirt and disgustingly overpowered aftershave that made the taste of harsh chemicals form on my tongue, but I didn’t like too much of so-called modern fashion.

More like bad fashion.

Violet pointed to the stab wounds in Jaxon’s throat. “Two wounds both made from similar angles using the right hand and using a smooth sharp blade,”

I nodded. That wasn’t too much to go on but at least I wasn’t looking for a left-handed person so that helped me out tons. Oh wait, no it didn’t because most people were right-handed.

I needed a cruise.

“And we canvased the area, or more like your cops did, they found nothing and the construction zone is too far anyway from the doorbell cameras of the surrounding buildings to be useful to us,” Violet said.

I shook my head. Of course it would be far too easy if doorbell footage (I still don’t know why someone would put a camera on their front door) was useful to us. 

But there was always the old methods.

I got up and was about to go over to my car when Violet gently grabbed my shoulder. 

“Detective don’t you want to know what we were using the foldscopes for?” Violet asked.

I nodded.

“Early test results show that a long brown hair was found on Jaxon’s body and it had been dyed. The original colour was red,” Violet said.

“Thank you,” I said really hoping for a larger break at some point. “Contact me as soon as the post-mortem is done please in the next three days,”

I didn’t even give her time to respond because there was somewhere much more important for me to be.

I had to search Jaxon’s house or anywhere the poor smartass students lived these days. And I had to find myself a girl with brown hair.
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I was more than glad that I wasn’t a poor university student, I had always wanted to go and study biology or something but back in my day you simply couldn’t afford to. And it wasn’t like students these days could either.

I went into Jaxon’s small studio apartment that was so clearly paid for with mummy’s and daddy’s money judging by the top-floor location allowing me to look all over Rochester. It was stunning a view of people and cars driving about the twisting, turning roads looking like ants.

The cathedral was amazing from this angle and the churning, swirling, whirling water of the Medway was impressive as its grey water coursed its way through the city. This was a great little apartment.

The entire apartment was open-planned so I could see everything from by the floor-to-ceiling window.

So I turned my attention away from the great view and I just hated the interior because it was all too posh for a damn student. The walls were sterile white with strange expensive pieces of so-called art hanging on the walls (God knows why streaks of paint is called art), some golden lights were attached proudly to the fixtures and the solid oak flooring provided a weird dark contrast.

But the biggest thing that annoyed me was how sterile the entire place was with its shiny black marble worktops in the kitchen area. 

“Detective,” a tall patrol officer said to me. There were massive sweaty patches under his arms and I couldn’t blame him. 

In fact I was starting to get a little warm in here too and I knew how these posh people worked. They didn’t care about money and students certainly didn’t if mummy and daddy was paying for it, so why did Jaxon have the air-con off?

“Have you searched the apartment?” I asked knowing the patrol cops and crime techs might have searched the place already. 

“Yes sir and I’m meant to take you through the findings. There isn’t too much to tell because there was barely anything here, and what was here was taken to the lab,” he said.

I nodded as I led him into the sterile kitchen area, and my daughter went to university. Believe me, a university kitchen is never sterile.

“I presume traces of bleach and other cleaning chemicals were found?” I asked.

“No,”

I just looked at the patrol cop. “Are you seriously telling me the kitchen is meant to be this sterile?”

I couldn’t believe that for one second. 

“Sir,” the patrol cop said agreeing this was weird, “I’m saying that the entire place is perfectly sterile. There is no DNA here, no fingerprints, no nothing,”

Of everything I had expected to hear that hadn’t been it, but I had checked myself the address that was registered with the university and on Jaxon’s driving license on my way over here. This was the right apartment. 

“What was taken for testing?” I asked going over to the window again and watching a row of police cars drove back up the high street.

“Two toothbrushes, one hairbrush and a used condom,” he said.

Now that was not what I expected. It was just disgusting that young people these days couldn’t keep their hands off each other until after marriage. It was disgraceful and it was little wonder the world was as messed up as it was. 

“How could two people have sex and use the condom without leaving behind any DNA or fingerprints?” I asked. 

Just to make sure I wasn’t missing anything I glided past the patrol cop and found a small wooden door that led to the bedroom. It was hardly much of a bedroom but it did have another stunning view, small single bed and plenty of wardrobe space.

None of it looked like it had ever been used.

Now I knew I absolutely had to go back to the police station and look at the CCTV footage around the area. As much as I hated all the damn new techniques I sadly had to admit there were uses for this new tech.

No matter how much I hated it.
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Two hours later after fighting through endlessly bad traffic, getting into an argument with a traffic warden because I was apparently speeding (two miles over the speed limit is hardly fucking speeding) and throwing my coffee all over a young woman as she threw herself at me, I was finally back at my desk.

I tried to get comfortable in my black office chair but there was a broken shard of plastic in it, so instead of being a back support, it was now a back killer. 

The bullpen was thankfully quiet so I just sat at my desk and fired up this damn computer that seemed to hate me. I went on the police databases and tapped into the security cameras around the construction site.

Two young female rookies came into the
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